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to be stoned, and I can still see one small boy, who looked
no more than four years old, standing on a balcony hurling
great pieces of stone at us as we came by. The bombard-
ment was not as fierce as it sounds, the actual effect being
more ridiculous than damaging, and we left the police to
elucidate the trouble. So ended my second bit of bother
with bananas.
One of the things that were forcibly brought home to us
during this march was that India is evergreen. No matter
how long it may be after rain, winter and summer the trees
remain green. Drought seems to leave Nature untouched
in this respect. Owing to the climate we did not have
ground-sheets, for the simple reason that when it does rain
there is no question of damp ! Nothing can keep a man
dry when it rains in India, so it is no use trying i But in
camp we retained bed linen, a luxury undreamt of in
similar circumstances in England. The reason was that
labour was cheap and there was no dearth of servants. We
even carried our own dhobi (washerman). There was no
boarding in the tent, simply straw on which we laid our
sutterage, a blue mat. One morning I was picking up this
mat when I saw something move in the straw. I looked
again and was horrified to see a couple of king cobras.
They must have been there all night, presumably in a hole
which I had not seen. When I say that I have patted a
horse e good night* and found him dead in the morning
from a cobra bite 'the reader can well imagine my thoughts
at that moment. No sooner had I spotted them than they
disappeared again. When the officers heard of our dis-
covery they gave orders to clear the tent anci to set fire to
the straw. This would smoke them out, and sure enough
they reappeared, only to be hit over the head and killed.
It was their blood or ours, but I still cannot understand
why it had not been ours.
And so at last to Bangalore, sometimes called the Flower
Garden of India.    The city (^serves its sobriquet.    Its
beauty is immediately apparent and was not lost on those
of us who were seeing it for the first time.  The pride of the
, , State of Mysore, it lies plumb in the middle of Southern